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Easter  Week  In  Florence. 

BT  JI»K  BXXXDICT  CASTXR. 

The  arrival  of  ker  Majesty,  Queen 
Victoria!  in  Florenc  e  about  tan  days 
ago  baa  been  the  exciting  event  of  the 
paat  week.  The  donkey  and  the  bath 
chair  with  the  Indian  servants  got 
hare  first  and  bar  Majesty  followed 
two  or  three  day*  later.  She  is  liv¬ 
ing  in  the  Villa  Fabbricotti  just  a 
little  outside  the  town  toward  Fiesole. 
I  can  just  see  the  tower  roof  from  the 
window. 

She  drive*  out  every  day.  On  the 
box  of  her  coach  is  seated  a  gigantic 
Highlander  in  coetunae  and  sitting 
beside  her  Majeety  is  usually  to  be 
found  the  Princess  Beatrice  Far 
more  imposing  than  the  Queen  her- 
■elf  is  the  chief  of  her  Indian  retinue, 
a  gorgeous  looking  individual  who 
always  drives  in  an  open  carriage. 

One  afternoon  I  went  to  the  Cas- 
ioe  or  Park  in  the  south-eastern  part 
of  the  city  where  I  strolled  along 
and  watched  the  whirling  stream  of 
fashionable  carriages  and  pedestrians 
The  Italians  dress  much  more  like 
the  Americans  than  the  Germans  do, 
and  altogether  it  was  an  elegant 
looking  crowd. 

Florence  is  like  a  big  railway 
centre  just  now.  It  is  ovei  flowing 
with  strangers  of  all  nationalities. 
There  ia  the  usual  crowd  ef  English 
and  Americans  who  are  dressed  in 
proper  touriet  trim  and  who  stroll 
about  with  that  air  of  possessing  a 
first  mortgage  od  the  universe  \.uieh 
is  so  characteristic  of  the  Saxon  race. 
Then  there  is  a  big  medical  Congress 
at  preseut  in  Rome  and  that  has 
drawn,  to  Italy  several  hundreds  of 
German  physicians  with  their  wives. 
The  German  on  his  travels  m  foreign 
countries  is  such  a  curious  creature, 
just  like  a  child  strayed  out  of  the 
nursery.  He  Btrolls  the  streets  arm 
in  arm  with  his  wife  and  tries  to  look 
unconcerned  but  it  is  all  a  failure. 
He  ia  a. fish  #ut  of  water  ^ atul  every 
Italian  realizes  it 

It  is  fun  to  go  down  to  the  piazza 
della  Signoria  and  stand  in  front  of 
the  porch  of  the  Lance*  and  watch 
the  groups,  drawing  inspiration  from 
Baedeker  surrounded  by  the  pedlars 
of  articles  ranging  all  the  way  from 
matches  through  newspapers  and 
flowers  to  guide  books  and  lottery 
ticket*.  They  look  so  travel  worn 
(the  travelers  I  mean,  but  the  pedlers 
do  to©  for  that  matter.)  The  piazzap 
is  full  of  dovsa  and  it  is  a  pretty  sight 
to  see  the  little  English  children  feed¬ 
ing  them  with  the  corn  which  the 
boot-blacks  sell  for  tha  purpose. 
Facing  en  this  piazza  is  tne  Palazzo 
Veoehio  and  the  gallery  of  the 
Uflizii.  This  gallery  is  connected  by 
a  covered  archway  with  the  Pitti 
Palace  so  that  the  two  form  one  vast 
picture  gallery. 

There  is  always  the  type  of  the 
“money  rich”  and  the  “culture  poor” 
American  who  hires  guides  on  all 
provocation  and  where  attention  is 
divided  between  trying  to  appreciate 
the  crumbs  which  his  guide  is  throw¬ 
ing  out  for  bis  mertification  and  in 
making  his  own  practical  comments 
on  art,  which,  if  they  are  “shocking,” 
at  time*  have  at  least  the  virtue  of  in¬ 
genuousness.  Brides  and  grooms 
though  not  as  plentiful  as  at  Venice 
are  thick  enough  to’  prove  that  mar¬ 
riage  is  not  popularly  considered  a 

Week,"  fhe  Jay  tjefore 
it  is  the  custom  of  every  good  Catho¬ 
lic  to  visit  seven  sepulchres  (as  the 
imitation  of  Christ's  sepulchre  in  the 
various  churches  is  called.)  Though 
far  from  being  a  “good  Catholic”  or  a 
“bad  one”  either  for  that  matter  I 
determined  to  follow  the  custom  and 
■ee  the  people  and  was  well  repaid. 
It  wm  a  senes  of  pictures  which  have 
photographed  themselves  deep  it.  my 
mind.  Every  church  had  something 
distinct  and  characteristic  about  it 
I  went  to  Santa  Croce,  where  Michael 
Angelo  liee  buried,  then  to  the  An- 
nuuziata,  where  the  altar  was  ablaze 
with  candles,  and  so  on  till  I  came 
finally  into  the  Cathedral  (Duomo)  at 
six  • 'slock.  I  shall  never  foiget  the 
impression  that  seized  me  as  I  walked 
in  out*of  the  hot  sun,  out  of  all  the 
hubbub  of  the  Piazza  where  fruit 
sellers  were  shouting  and  omnibuses 
were  thundering  by,  and  out  of  the 
world  into  the  cool  darkness  of  the 
cathedral.  The  light  effect  was  most 
wonderful.  All  the  place  where  I 
stood  was  in  deep  shadow  but  down 
through  the  stained  glass  windows  of 
the  dome  came  the  golden  beams  of 
the  setting  sun.  The  light  played 
above  the  altar  and  gilded  the  top  of 


“'y>u  of  “Holy 


the  hanging  crucifix  and  then  below 
came  the  darkness  till  it  was  relieved 
again  by  the  candle*  on  the  high 
altar.  The  great  orgaa  ceased  its 
sound  and  the  plaintive  chaunt  of  the 
Priests  arose — the  efftot  of  their 

urriVvuioes  echoing  between  the 
lofty  pimfrs  vraa  like  a  wail  of  despair. 
I  stood  transfixed  and  drank  it  all  in 
while  my  soul  went  out  in  a  prayer 
above  the  incense  and  the  candles, 
above  the  sound  of  the  voices  l>eyond 
the  rays  of  the  sun  to  that  God  who 
loves  to  be  called  our  Father. 

I  ha<i  a  most  interesting  drive  with 
friends  on  the  evening  of  Go<j<i  Fri¬ 
day.  We  started  from  the  “Piazza 
della  Signoria"  under  the  shadow  of 
the  “Palazzo  Vicchio,”  and  drove  out 
through  the  quaint  little  streets  with 
their  shops  all  brilliantly  lighted, 
across  the  “Arno”  through  the  “Porta 
Humana, ”  and  so  slowly  on,  winding 
up  to  the  top  of  the  hill  of  “Michael 
Angelo,”  where  his  bronze  statue  of 
“David”  stands  overlooking  the  city. 

It  was  a  calm,  still,  almost  summer 
evening.  The  stars  were  all  sparkling 
as  they  can  only  in  the  clear  blue  of 
the  Italian  aLy.  Below  us  iu  siUnce 
lay  Florence.  Between  u  and  the 
citv  flowed  the  Arno,  lined  on  both 
sides  by  long  rows  of  gas  lamps.  In 
the  distance  the  great  dome  of  the 
Cathedral  and  Grotto  tower  lose  up 
agaiust  the  deep  blue  of  the  starry 
sky.  Behind  ns  in  ihe  gloom 
could  just  truce  the  outline  of  the  ool- 
oskhI  figure  of  the  “David,’-  ami  still 
further  back  clear  cut  against  the 
horizon  stood  the  church  of  San 
Miniato.  As  we  stood  there  the 
eastern  sky  began  to  brighten  ami 
soon  the  great  full  moon  arose  aud 
bathed  all  the  scene  with  its  silvery 
light.  The  whole  drive  was  full  of 
beauty. 

w 

On  the  Saturday  before  Easter 
there  is  an  ancieDt  ceremony  in  Flor¬ 
ence  performed  every  year  since  the 
crusades  called  “Lo  Scoppio  Del 
Carlo.”  It  is  regarded  by  the  peas¬ 
ants  as  a  religious  rite,  and  by  the 
success  of  the  whole  thing  they  judge 
of  the  prospects  of  the  coming  crops 

It  was  a  bright  sunny  morning  and 
at  11.30  I  found  myself  in  the  midst 
of  a  vast  crowd  standing  in  the  Piazza 
before  the  cathedral.  Around  me 
were  hundreds  of  peasants  in  the 
variegated  colors  which  an  Italian 
love*  so  dearly.  Patient  blus  eyed 
“Contadina"  mothers  with  their  little 
blue  eyed  daughters  in  their  arms, 
excited  black  eyed  fathers  wearing 
the  long  fur  trimmed  coats  of  the 
peasant,  holding  by  the  hand  their 
littl*  boys  with  their  long  curling 
hair  and  queer  old  dirty  skin  caps, 
the  colers  of  which  would  have  made 
artrsts  green  with  jealousy. 

In  the  centre  of  the  square  stood  a 
tall  pyramid  of  wood  painted  black, 
scarred  with  fir*  and  scratched  and 
broken  with  age.  This  was  the  holy 
car  around  whose  sides  were  strung 
long  row*  of-  fire  crackers  and  pin 
wheels.  From  the  top  of  the  car  a 
wire  ran  into  the  church,  through  the 
centre  door,  up  the  long  aisle  aud 
three  times  around  the  high  altar. 

At  last  the  chant  of  the  priest*  was 
heard  and  the  column  moved  slowly 
out  of  the  baptisterium  across  the 
street  and  into  the  cathedral.  The 
effect  of  color  was  wonderful.  The 
white  and  scarlet  and  black  glistened 
for  a  moment  in  the  sunlight,  and 
then  disappeared  through  the  marble 
doorway  into  the  black  cavernous 
depths  of  the  church. 

*  moments  of  breatlile**!  ** 
pec  tat  ion  fojjowwu,  and  then  the  dove 
from  the  high  aim*  vo-ne  uyiug  along 
the  wir*  with  the  fire  in  its  beak, 
touched  and  lighted  the  fuse  and  dis¬ 
appeared  back  into  the  church  again. 

Then  the  tumult  began.  The 
church  bells  which  had  been  muffled 
since  Thursday  began  their  pealing, 
the  pin  wheels  commenced  their  gy¬ 
rations  and  the  fire  crackers  seized 
this  opportune  moment  to  rend  the 
air  with  their  explosion. 

When  this  was  all  over  four  huge 
white  Bullocks  with  gilded  horns  and 
great  bunches  of  flowers  on  their 
yokes  were  led  in  to  draw  the  car 
away,  and  “Lo  Scoppio  Del  Carro 
was  finished  for  1894. 


Xrt.  rievelaod. 

Mrs.  Cleveland  is  not  a  bt 
sense  of  society’s  beauties.  She 
of  the  Musidora  style,  which 
would  see  and  apostrophize  in 
pie  elegance,  and  at  the  turn  ol 


in  the 
rather 
swain 
sim- 
her  rus¬ 


tic  head  toward  him  would  run  away, 
as  if  from  virtue’s  wonder.  It  is  pos¬ 
sible  that  with  time  those  northern,  un- 
coquettish  charms  might  grow  a  little 
hard.  In  a  superior  country  church,  at 
a  Sunday  school  picnic,  at  the  seaside 
harvest  home  when  Neptune  throws  his 
long  arms  along  the  beach  ami  seeks  to 
crawl  ashore,  this  pleasing,  proper  wife 
would  be  a  charming  setting  to  the 
shadows,  frreenery  or  sun.  —Cincinnati 


PIN 


SIECLE. 


Oh,  this  k  u  end  oflfcc  %pUrr 
Of  the  calm,  nruii  ™ 

Of  a  man  aad  t  maklrn  «  ho  walked  Into  love 
Ia  the  end  at  the  century  fmliluo. 

Now.  perhape  you  wnppome  that  he  read  In  hot 

area 

The  aweet  that  made  him  (to*  bold¬ 

er. 

Not  at  all!  Twae  exprteeed  In  the  bend  of  her 
back 

And  diccloeed  In  the  art  of  her  ehoulder. 

They  talked  about  art  and  religion  aud  culU 
In  a  way  condescending  and  airy. 

They  gave  Mr  Kipling  their  qualified  [> raise 
And  exprveaud  their  approval  ut  Karrie. 

And  when,  on  occasion,  they  talked  of  their 
Ion 

They  analysed  all  their  sensations, 
DWectlng  poor  love  very  ueatly.  lxM-auae 
They  wanted  to  make  observation*. 

But  the  end!  Were  they  wed  In  the  usual  way? 

Dtd  fale  their  live*  cruelly  sever? 

Oh,  this  is  an  end  of  the  centary  tale 
And  has  no  sort  of  ending  whatever! 

—  Hilda  Johnson  in  Vngue. 


Saved  by  a  I'ony. 

Elephants  are  extremely  afraid  of 
hurst*.  writes  M:.jor  John  Butler  in 
“Travels  In  Assam.  ”  To  that  face  he 
owed  the  deliverance  of  his  wife  and 
child  from  a  terrible  death.  With  them 
he  was  traversing  the  jungle  over  an 
exceedingly  rough  road  through  forest 
and  grass  jungle  alternately.  The  way 
had  to  be  cut  as  they  advanced.  I  was 
iu  the  lead  on  a  large  elephant  in  my 
howdah,  with  a  good  battery  of  guns, 
when  about  midday  I  heart!  behind  me 
a  general  cry  of  alarm  aud  hastily  rode 
to  the  scene  of  danger.  It  seems  that 
just  after  I  had  passed,  with  the  coolies 
who  cut  down  the  jungle,  a  huge  Muk- 
ua  elephant  rushed  from  the  jungle  in 
a  terriblo  rage  and  pursued  the  little 
baggage  elephant,  which  was  just  be¬ 
hind  my  wife  and  child.  The  little  ele¬ 
phant  screeched  and  tied  for  its  life, 
straight  ahead.  Fortunately  a  pony  was 
led  beside  the  palkee,  which  contained 
my  wife  and  child.  The  wild  elephant 
was  close  upbu  them,  and  they  closed 
their  eyes  in  horror,  expecting  to  be 
dragged  from  their  places  and  trampled 
to  death.  At  that  moment  the  great 
beast  caught  sight  of  the  pony.  It  stop¬ 
ped  short,  turned  aside  and  fled  back 
to  the  jungle  as  if  pursued  by  an  evil 
spirit.  The  men  were  filled  with  aston¬ 
ishment  Most  of  them  had  fled  to  the 
protection  of  shelter  trees,  leaving  my 
wife  ana  child  alone. — Youth's  Com¬ 
panion. 


Extract  From  a  Chicago  Novel. 

Spring  had  come,  and  as  Gladys  went 
to  the  door  a  gust  of  summer  breeze, 
laden  with  sleet  and  snowflakes,  blew 
in.  She  shuddered  a  little  as  she  saw 
the  November  raiu  pouring  on  the  heap¬ 
ed  up  snowbanks,  above  which  June 
rose*  were  blooming. . 

When  evening  had  come  and  the  moon 
poured  a  blinding  flood  of  mellow  light 
over  the  scene,  she  set  out  for  a  walk 
iu  the  warm  garden,  her  bare  shoulders 
gleaming  through  a  thin  wrap  of  Span¬ 
ish  lace.  Yes,  Reginald  do  Mont-Courcy 
was  there.  But  ns  sho  saw  him  she 
gave  a  shriek  of  horror,  and  with  a  con¬ 
vulsive  gesture  that  threw  her  mantle 
to  the  ground  murmured: 

“Ah,  Reginald,  Reginald,  why  are 
you  so  rash,  wearing  that  heavy  seal¬ 
skin  cap  on  a  night  so  hot  as  this  and 
having  nothing  but  thin  slippers  to  pro¬ 
tect  your  feet  from  the  snow  imd  ice  of 
the  sidewalks?” — Chicago  RetxAd. 

An  Obliging  Young  Man. 

The  young  man's  father  had  decided 
that  he  had  led  a  life  of  idleness  long 
enough,  so  he  had  him  put  to  work  in 
his  store.  Shortly  afterward  he  asked 
of  the  manager  of  the  business: 

“How  is  Charley  doing?” 

“First  rate.  ” 

“Is  he  industrious?  Does  he  keep 
busy?” 

“Well,  you  see,  he’s  right  consider 
ate  about  that.  Some  young  men  in  his 
position  would  jump  in  and  try  to  do 
things.  But  he  seems  just  as  anxious  as 
can  be  to  keep  out  of  the  way.  ” — Wash¬ 
ington  Star. 

The  Mourners. 

“I  never  realized  until  today,”  said 
a  young  woman  to  me,  “how  true  is 
that  quotation,  ‘Man’s  inhumanity  to 
man  makes  countless  thousands 
mourn.  ’  ” 

“What ’8  the  matter  now?”  I  asked 
rather  unsympathetically. 

"Oh,  nothing  more  than  usual,  but 
papa  won’t  left  Harry  come  to  see  me 
any  more,  and  all  ,the  girls’  fathers  are 
the  same,  ”  Then  dhe  sighed  deeply  and 
added  dolefully,  “We  girls  are  the  thou¬ 
sands  who  mourn.  ” — Washington  Post. 


Following  Directions. 

Mr.  Groean — Oi  tuk  the  powders, 
docther,  but  it  In  sicker  Oi  am  than  Oi 

was  befoor  Qi  began 
mj»..  rxjwteos — Did  you  follow  the  di¬ 
rections — as  much  as  could  be  heaped 
on  a  10  cent  piece  every  three  hours? 

Mr.  Grogan — Oi  followed  thim  as 
near  as  Oi  end,  docther.  Oi  had  no  tin 
cint  piece  in  the  house,  so  Oi  tuk  as 
much  as  Oi  cud  heap  on  a  nickel  every 
hour  and  a  half. — Indianapolis  JournaL 


Innocent  mirth  of  every  description 
inspires  a  sympathetic  pleasure  and 
works  a  good  that  is  contagious.  Wit 
and  humor  are  among  the  great  refresh¬ 
ments  of  life  and  are  gifts  in  trust  to 
those  who  possess  them  for  the  cheer 
and  exhilaration  of  mankind. 


Love  is  a  bird  of  passage  that  women 
await  with  curiosity  in  youth,  retain 
with  pleasure  in  maturer  years  and  al¬ 
low  to  escape  with  regret  when  old  age 
creeps  upon  them. 

When  you  are  on  the  street  and  wish 
to  carry  an  umbrella  under  your  arm, 
carry  it  with  the  handle  behind  yon  so 
that  the  lance  end  will  point  downward 
in  front  of  yon. 

The  harbor  of  Rio  de  Janeiro  is  one 
of  the  finest  on  the  globe.  It  has  50 
miles  of  anchorage,  sufficient  to  float 
the  navies  of  the  world. 


The  casting  of  hollow  ware/  was  far  a 
number  of  years  a  secret  and  was  kept 
In  one  family  for  more  than  50  years. 


New  Zealand  has  set  apart  two  is¬ 
lands  on  which  hunting  and  trapping 
are  forbidden. 


CHINA’S  GREAT  IMPERIAL  SEAL 

How  Amh  r*4rr  t'rrmrh 
,1  rwj r J  Hr  r  IbiilgV  « 

Among  the  many  unique  f-uno*iti» 
in  M.  Jules  Pateuutre'scullec-tiuaat  the 
French  legation  at  Washington  Is  ac 
imprint  of  the  grvat  C  hinese  imperial 
■cod.  The  Io*i  of  the  original  die  whir): 
the  imprint  rtpntn-nU  wm  one  of  th 
great  cat  disappointments  in  the  cared 
of  this  clever  diplomat.  He  wanted  it 
far  hi*  collection,  but  the  orien tala  wen 
a  little  too  many  for  him  that  time,  sod 
this  is  how  it  happened: 

The  French  had  Uen  carrying  on  tb* 
war  in  Tonquin  during  the  early  part  ut 
run 4  and  finally  succeeded  in  forsiu# 
China  to  surrender  her  claim  of  mus 
rainty  over  the  empire  of  Anam  in  fa 
vur  of  a  French  protectorate.  All  tht 
state  documents  of  the  Anamite  up  tc 
this  period  bad  not  only  borne  the  na 
tional  seal,  but  likewise  the  imperial 
seal  of  China,  as  a  mark  of  vassalage. 
When,  on  June  6,  1884,  however,  Pate 
notre  obtained  the  signature  to  iht 
treaty  giving  Anam  over  to  tbe  protec 
tion  of  Franco,  tbe  great  Chinese  seal 
was  brought  before  the  oouventioo  ol 
Anamite  statesmen  aud  French  officer* 
and  diplomats.  M.  Pateuolre  in  hi*  re¬ 
port  to  the  home  office  described  th* 
scene  as  follows: 

“We  took  out  seats  about  a  large  ta 
ble  iu  the  parlor  of  the  French  resi 
denoe.  There  were  naval  officers  frou 
Admiral  Courbet’s  fleet  and  several  tffi 
core  from  the  French  garrison  at  Hue. 
The  great  seal  was  laid  npou  the  table. 
It  was  5  inches  square  and  made  of  sol 
id  silver,  weighing  about  18  pounds. 
The  handle  represented  a  camel  kneel 
ing. 

“The  Anamite  prime  minister  mad* 
a  number  of  impressions  from  the  seal, 
and  while  this  was  done  servants  wen 
preparing  a  small  charcoal  furnace  al 
one  end  of  the  room.  The  Anamite* 
were  preparing  to  destroy  the  seaL  1 
leaned  over  to  the  prime  minister  and 
told  him  that  it  was  not  yet  too  late  U 
save  this  interesting  relic,  and  I  begged 
him  not  to  consign  it  to  the  crucible. 
jHe  hesitated  a  moment  and  then  held 
a  brief  consultation  with  Nguyen-Van 
Tuoug,  the  regent  The  latter  shook  hii 
bead  and  said  that  the  last  token  of  An 
am’s  servitude  must  be  destroyed. 
Five  minutes  later  the  gTcat  seal  wa* 
nothing  but  a  mass  of  molten  silver.” 

And  that  is  why  there  is  only  an  im 
print  of  the  seal  in  the  French  embas 
sador’s  collection  instead  of  the  heav) 
silver,  camel  handled  die. — New  York 
Sun. 


Mixed  Juriee. 

It  seems  to  mo  that  in  most  case*  th* 
perfect  jury  would  be  one  made  np  ol 
men  and  women  in  equal  numhfra  v 
fundamental  idea  of  the  jtny  is  that  it 
affords  a  good  average  opinion  on  th* 
case  before  it,  and  that  this  average  ii 
more  likely  to  approximate  justice  that 
the  decision  of  any  number  of  legal  ex 
ports.  In  view  of  the  admitted  differ 
ences  between  the  mental  operations  ol 
men  and  women,  would  not  the  intro 
duction  of  the  latter  into  the  jury  boa 
give  a  juster  average  of  human  senti 
inent  than  is  secured  undtr  the  presen  I 
system?  There  is  another  consideration, 
less  important  in  theory,  but  probably  ol 
great  practical  value.  Hunger  and  thirst 
and  impatience  of  confinement  oftei 
drive  the  masculine  jury  to  decision* 
which  must  cause  the  goddess  of  th* 
bandaged  eyes  to  shed  copious  tears  be¬ 
hind  the  voluminous  folds  which  secure 
her  impartiality.  By  her  established  in 
difference  to  creature  comforts  womar 
would  raise  the  moral  tone  of  juries  and 
compel  decisions  on  abstract  principles. 
When  a  protracted  session  was  in  pros 
pect,  she  would  first  make  np  her  mine 
and  then  take  out  her  embroidery  and 
wait  for  the  other  jurors  to  come  around 
to  her  posiiton. — Kate  Field’s  Washing 
ton. 

A  Peculiar  Fish. 

“There  is  a  species  of  fish  in  the  In 
dian  ocean  which  have  a  very  remark 
able  peculiarity,”  said  Thomas  G.  Tal 
bot,  a  Philadelphia  naturalist  “Tbii 
fish  is  provided  with  a  short  snout 
which  it  uses  very  much  as  a  sportsman 
uses  a  gun.  Swimming  close  beneatl 
the  surface  of  the  water,  it  watches  th* 
flies  flitting  about  directly  overhead, 
and  having  selected  one  to  its  fancy 
suddenly  thrusts  its  head  out  of  the  wa 
ter  and  with  unerring  marksmanship 
discharges  several  drops  of  water  at  it* 
victim.  Confused,  and  with  its  wingt 
drenched  and  rendered  temporarily  use¬ 
less  by  the  watery  projectiles,  Che  inseci 
drops  to  the  surface  of  the  water,  where 
it  is  immediately  gobbled  np  by  its  vo¬ 
racious  enemy.  These  fish  are  said  to  b<  i 
able  to  bring  down  a  fly  in  this  nxannei  | 
from  the  height  of  two  or  three  feet  ” 

m  i  _ ni-t.  x>^uiucx»«k 


Not  Distinguishable. 

James  Whitcomb  Riley  tells  this  a  to 
ry: 

Three  bosom  fnends  started  out  one 
evening  to  have  a  good  time,  and  wher. 
the  time  for  going  home  came  they  were 
so  drunk  that  walking  .was  difficult 
They  finally  reached  the  home  of  Brown 
and  made  noise  enough  to  waken  th* 
neighborhood.  A  window  was  raised, 
anti  a  feminine  voice  said: 

“Wlmt  on  earth’s  wanted?” 

In  thickened  accents  came  the  answer: 

“Will  Mish  Brown  pleesh  come  down 
and  pick  out  her  husband?” — Indianap¬ 
olis  Sentinel. 

Europe’*  Flower*. 

Of  the  4, 200  kinds  of  flowers  grow¬ 
ing  in  Europe,  only  420  are  odoriferous. 
Less  than  oue-fifth  of  the  white  kinds — 
which  number  1,194 — are  fragrant  77 
of  the  951  yellow  kinds,  84  of  the  82S 
red  kinds,  31  of  the  594  blue  kinds,  13 
of  the  308  violet  blue  kinds  and  28  oi 
the  240  kinds  with  combined  colors. — 
Philadelphia  Press. 

De  Mm  Sincere. 

Friend — What  did  he  say  to  you  when 
he  proposed  to  you? 

Miss  Rox — He  said  life  without  m* 
meant  nothing. 

Friend — He  was  sincere  in  that 
That’s  just  what  his  possessions  amount 
ta — Boston  Commercial 

Not  That  Kind. 

Lady — Have  you  any  oelery? 

Green  Huckster— Not  much,  ni*aani 
—only  $3  a  week.— Detroit  Free  frees. 
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